CHAPTER VIII.

THE  STATE OF  DENMARK.

THE house on Denmark Hill, where my father
and mother, in the shortening days of 1845,
thankfully received back their truant, has been
associated, by dated notepaper, with a quarter
of a century of my English life; and was indeed
to my parents a peaceful) yet cheerful, and
pleasantly, in its suburban manner, dignified,
abode of their declining years. For my father
had no possibilities of real retirement in him;
his business was the necessary pride and fixed
habit of his soul: his ambition, and what in-
stinct of accumulative gain the mercantile life
inevitably begets, were for me only; but in-
volved the fixed desire to see me moving in the
western light of London, among its acknowledged
literary orders of merit; and were totally in-
consistent with the thought, faintly and inter-
mittingly haunting my mother and me, that a
rose-covered cottage in the dells of Matlock,

182his, the gravest of all I lost; the
